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Author's Notes: 
Augustine asked me if I'd like to write a prequel to two of my all time favourite stories - Black Limo and 


These Days. | freaking jumped at the chance to write this! It was written during one of the hottest weeks of 


the UK summer so it might be a bit dicey in places. But it was a bunch of fun to do and I'm so happy that | 
could make this one happen. Enjoy! 


| often get asked how | got into the escort business. So I'm here to tell that story. It's been my life for as long 


as | can remember and it began a long, long time ago. 


Its strange how your occupation can fall into your lap. We ask kids from a young age what they want to do. 
Astronaut. Vet. Teacher. Nurse. And then we expect them to keep to that choice and spend the rest of their 


lives working towards it. 


| wanted to be a musician Never wanted to do anything else other than play drums. But playing music only 
makes money for the lucky. | played with bands and was lucky enough to tour parts of the country in a shitty, 


busted up van. 


And that's how | got into the world of selling myself. Not for music, but for pleasure. All it took was one van 
to breakdown in the middle of nowhere with a diagnosis that said DOA and you're suddenly looking for ways to 
get that money together. Which lead to me doing what | now do so well and trawling the streets of a tiny, 
windswept Midwestern town to sell myself to someone. | got lucky on that cold February night and found 
someone who was willing to pay the cost of the repairs plus give me a warm bed for the night. The rest of 
the band ended up sleeping in the van and I'm fucking lucky that they didn't freeze to death. We haven't spoken 
in the best part of thirty years and that night was probably why. The van got back on the road but our band 


was broken beyond repair. 


Obviously | don't trawl the streets now. | have Kirk to find clients for me. Or rather he fields calls from them. 
Somehow | managed to work my way up the chain from common street-walker to high class escort. And it's 
mostly because | provide a service that others don't. 


You see, I'm the unicorn of the sex work world A submissive top. Someone who likes getting their ass spanked 
and their limbs tied up but is ultimately the one to do the penetrating. | used that particular kink to work my 
way across the country. Virginia to Los Angeles to be precise. | spent the best part of a decade working 
Sunset Boulevard before deciding to try my luck in Vegas. 


And somehow, within the confines of the world's largest adult playground, | met Lady Luck. Or maybe | should 
call that mysterious spirit of Lord Luck. 


| took up residence in a shitty motel on East Bonanza Boulevard. There was nothing glamorous about the place 
and it was about as far from the Strip as you could get. Which was a good thing considering that | have a bit 
of an addictive personality. Any money I'd made would have gone straight into a slot machine and not to pay 


Larry, the motel's overbearing and foul-mouthed owrer. 


The Motel On Bonanza was everything you'd expect it to be. One hour rentals. Hookers on the street. An ever 
lingering smell of damp. A pool that had been turned into a parking lot way before Larry inherited the building. 
And cheap rates on monthly rentals. Sure, you got kicked out at the twenty-eight day mark but I'd just find a 
client with a hotel room and charge them for a night long shift before crawling back to Larry and his 
crumbling motel the next morning. 


It was the state of the motel that helped me to make up my mind. | needed stable work and that meant either 
hauling my ass back to LA and Sunset or legitimately setting myself up in the Vegas hooking game. 


The lobby, if you could call it that, was a gathering place for those of us who had made the motel our 
‘forever home". Or at least the place we lived until we could afford a proper house. Antique red and gold 
wallpaper, mottled with tobacco and years of grim, swept along the wall behind the chipped desk. There were 
rows of teeny mailboxes, each with a room key or, in the case of permanent residents, mail. In one corner was 
a dying pot plant which I'd taken pity on whenever | came home with bottles of hotel water. Beside the door 
there was a metal magazine rack. Once a week, someone from some promotional magazine would stop by and 
top it up. They were the magazines that you'd find in most hotels. The Strip hotels had their own. But the 


motels, like Larry's, had a company hook them up. They were made from cheap paper and the reviews for 


restaurants and shows were broken up with adverts for cab firms, cheap drinks, dive bars, strip clubs, and 


escort agencies. 


| was lounging on the lobby's single couch and flicking through the magazine when one of the adverts caught 


my eye. 
Sin Cty Players 

All male escort agency 

Servicing male ana female clients. 

Call 102-333-6969 

(For the record, Kirk still has that number) 


There was no way | could stop myself. Luckily local calls were free from our room phones so | spent thirty 


minutes sitting on my bed talking to Kirk. 


Turned out that he was looking for new escorts and he'd be more than happy to see me for an audition. At 
the time, he didn't define what an audition was but | kind of had a feeling of what I'd be expected to do. He'd 
asked me to go on Monday at Tpm. A slow time for him, no doubt, but Mondays had always been one of my 
busiest days. There were either guys flush with money from a weekend of gambling or broke guys who needed 


to fuck away their cares. 


Back then | was beginning to cultivate the look that | have now. My hair was down to my jaw and the tattoos 
on my arms were fresh with red ink. | wore whatever | could lay my hands on which was, and still is with 
some clients, a mix of jeans and tshirts from motorcycle manufacturers. Those high-rollers, the older guys 
with money to burn, seemed to like the rough and ready look. They wanted someone who was quick to hop into 
bed and quick to recover. These days, I'm more likely to be found in a designer suit which, for some reason, 


seems to get the younger clientéle's motors running. 


My appointment with Kirk was on a Monday evening. Back then the offices for Sin City Players were located in 


an apartment building on North 14"? Street. Take a look at it on Google Maps because it doesn't look much 
different to how it did then. A little like the parts of Vegas where the sheen has rubbed off and left the 
gritty underbelly on show. There was a hint of danger in the air and there ever present threat of something 
going down. Kinda how | liked it back then. Now l'm content and happy and living my best life with a silver fox. 
We've got a beautiful house in the foot of the mountains. Gotta love being able to sit in the back yard after a 
barbecue and watch the Strip's lights glitter like a fleet of landing UFOs. 


But yeah, Kirk. Audition. So | rolled up to his building a little after seven | could have walked but decided that, 


thanks to the ever present heat, a cab would be best. | needed more money and the last thing | needed was to 


turn up drenched in sweat. Some people may have liked that look but, from talking to Kirk, | could tell that he 


expected a little more from his escorts. Well, a lot more. 


The building was painted battleship grey and didn't seem like a place that an escort agency would reside. But, as 
| learned from Kirk, needs must. Sometimes you have to something you're not keen on in order to get where 
you want to be. And Kirk had big plans for Sin City Players. Plans which have come true over the past ten 


years. The office has moved at least twice and is now in its current, and far more luxurious, setting. 


| was buzzed in by someone who | rightly assumed was the company's receptionist. And, unlike the exterior, 
the interior of the apartment was one which was trying to give off a refined air. | sat on a black couch and 
looked at a silver wall that was adorned with photos of the other guys that worked for Sin City Players. Gentle 


jazz was piped into the background and there was a hint of musk and vanilla hanging in the air. 


After what seemed like an age, one of the office's several doors opened and a guy who | could only describe as 
"stunning" stepped out. He was dressed in a tailored black suit and his shoulders were swept with tightly curled 
black hair. His skin was the colour of caramel and, when he introduced himself, his voice was as soft as cotton 
candy. | remember just sinking into that couch and not wanting to get up. How could someone who seemed so 


sweet and was so softly spoken be running a business in the hard-nosed city of Las Vegas? 
"Dave?" 


| nodded and prised myself from the couch. | shook his hand and my stomach flipped as his fingers brushed 


mine. 
He gave me a soft smile. "I'm Kirk Welcome to Sin City Players. If you'd just like to step this way.” 


His voice trailed off as he gestured to the room behind him. By that point the rest of the world had melted to 
nothing. All | could focus on was the beautiful man before me. Somehow | managed to follow him without 


tripping over my own feet. 


Kirk's office would probably have once been the master bedroom. At some point he'd sectioned it off to give 
himself something that resembled an office. A second door lead to the bedroom and, through the cracked open 
door, | could make out a well made four poster bed. The tiny office was a mix of red and white with the 
window hidden behind a heavy curtain. Kirk's desk was as black as the curtain. For reasons which would only 


become evident as our working relationship evolved, he had a lit candelabra in one corner. 


| sat in front of his desk and we talked, and drank coffee, for the best part of an hour. There was something 
about Kirk that had instantly clicked for me. He was warm and appeared to be fairly caring. He spoke softly 
with a hint of a stutter which only endeared me to him more. He wanted the best for those who worked for 


him and was of the belief that if he looked after his staff then his staff would look after him. 


We talked about what | would, and wouldn't, do. Spanking, threesomes, BDSM - all good. Anything that involved 
bodily fluids other than spit and semen were a big no-no. Kissing - only if | liked someone. My prices, Kirk had 


told me, would be on the lower end until I'd proved myself. | would also undergo monthly performance 
evaluations as well as client assessments until he was happy that | was working to the best of my abilities. 


The first point caused me to raise an eyebrow and | asked if evaluations were normal in the industry. 


Kirk sighed and shook his head. "No. But | want to make sure that my clients are repeat customers. Did you 
have repeat customers back in LA?" 


There had been several. The 10 year old company president who liked to spend entire weekends with me. The 
45 year old musician who preferred to remain nameless but who had, on occasion, flown me by private jet to 
wherever he was. The 22 year old who'd lost his virginity me and who | wouldn't take any more payment from 


because | felt like he needed the advice and experience. The list went on.. 
"Well." Kirk smiled. "Why don't we move to the bedroom?" 


The bedroom was slightly bigger than the office and decked out with white walls. A white sheer curtain hung 
over the single window and allowed sunlight to drift through as it fluttered in the evening Vegas breeze. The 
bed, however, was the centrepiece. A dark wood four poster bed made up with red and black sheets. In one 
corner of the room, down by the foot of the bed, stood an imposing wooden chair. Kirk dropped himself into it, 
draped one leg across the other, and nodded to me. 


"Strip." 


That single word went straight down my spine and into my cock. A lump formed in my throat and | struggled 
to swallow as | gave him a nod. 


| started in my usual way by getting rid of my shoes and socks. Next to go was the white Johnson Motors, 
slowly peeled from my body before | folded it and placed it to one side. Lastly, my not-quite-skin-tight jeans 
were shed and tossed onto the top of my shirt. 


| don't have any modesty. | don't care who's looking at me. | get paid to be naked so it's no use being scared of 
your own skin. In fact, | love being naked. It's what | was born to do. I'm comfortable in my skin so let people 
stare. 

| stood before Kirk with a hand on one hip and the other wrapped around the base of my cock. I'm not going to 
lie; | was over the moon that he wanted me. Even if | only got to jerk off, I'd be doing so in front of a 
beautiful man. | couldn't complain about that. 

Kirk looked me up and down. His gaze paused on my arms. "Nice tattoos. Going to get any more?" 


| shrugged. "Might do. Haven't decided on any yet" 


He leaned forward and plucked my hand away from my hip. Electricity spiked along my skin as he turned my 
arm back and forth. 


"You'd look good with some on your forearms. Something delicate perhaps? They would be in contrast with 


your current image, which | love by the way." 

He looked up and gave me a wide, yet warm, smile. | wrapped a hand around my cock and felt it twitch against 
my palm. | didn't care that it was telling Kirk exactly what it thought of him. And | don't think Kirk cared 
either. He twirled a finger. 

“Turn around." 

| did as | was asked and gave him every angle of myself. 

"Nice ass. Do you let clients fuck you?" 

| glanced over my shoulder. "For an extra fee." 

Kirk nodded. "Of course. Come closer." 

Again, | did as | was asked and he reached out to run his hands over the lines of my body. | felt like a pedigree 
racehorse being looked over by a potential buyer. His fingers wandered everywhere and my skin tingled. | could 
do little more than stand there and let him look me over. When he tapped my hip, | shifted to give him a 
profile view. His hand clasped my ass and gave it a squeeze. 

"Do you work out?" he asked, 

"The bare minimum. Walking mostly." 

"Do you orgasm during foreplay?" 

| nodded grimly. It was one of my downfalls and why | love what | do so much. You spank my ass and l'm going 
to erupt. Finger me, suck me, touch me, generally push me around, and l'm going to come. There's no two ways 
about it. 


"But my recovery rate is pretty high," | protested softly. "Couple of minutes, Tops, and I'm ready to go again" 


From the corner of my eye, | saw Kirk nod. "We're going to run through a few things. | want to see how you 


react during play. Following that, | want you to undress and penetrate me." 


| nodded again. | didn't know how | was going to last. The man whose fingers were stroking between my ass 


cheeks was gorgeous. 


Kirk wrapped his hand back around my hip and guided me over his lap. Once he was happy that | was in 
position, he let his hand rest on the rise of my ass cheeks. | was used to being over people's knees. My 10 


year old president client loved nothing more than to give me a long spanking. Normally several times a day and 


in as many weird and wonderful locations as he could. He seemed to love watching my ass turn red and got off 


on the fact that | got off on it. 


The weight of Kirk's hand against my ass was divine. The carpet beneath my hands wasn't so much. It was 
cheap and rough and | could see that | was going to have a tough time keeping my balance. 


He didn’t tell me when he was going to begin and the first crack of his hand against my ass caught me off 
guard. | couldn't help but groan and soon my ass was turning red and the air was filled with sound of his hand 
against my skin. 


Kirk was a slow, methodical spanker. He took his time and made sure to cover every inch of my upturned 
cheeks. From the tops of my thighs to the meaty curve of my ass, he covered every spot. And it didn't take 
long for me to get into the swing of it. 


That's one of the things that | love about my job; | can turn the escort persona on and off. At home l'm me. 
That's what James gets. The guy who's either in jeans and a tshirt or sweatpants and nothing else. He sees me 
in a suit whenever we have a date night, which, thanks to our ever busy schedules, we try to squeeze in once 
a month. Then | make sure to get dressed up to the nines for him. But every other day? You bet your ass 
he's peeling cheap Walmart tshirts off of me. Or tearing them off. It's why | buy the cheap ones; they rarely 


last a couple of weeks before James rips into them. 


But when I'm out working, then I'm the suave man in the designer suit who becomes putty in his clients hands 


whenever nudity and sex are mentioned. 


Which is how | ended up humping Kirk's thighs while he spanked my ass. It felt good. So good. And it had been a 
long time since someone had taken the time to give me a good going over. The time prior to Kirk had been my 
regular client back in LA. I'd booked him the weekend before I'd left knowing that | probably wouldn't find 
someone who'd spend Friday through Sunday battering my ass in Vegas. And he'd done a good job. | could still 
feel the warmth spreading through my legs by the time | arrived in Vegas on the Friday afternoon 


He spanked me right through my orgasm and then for several minutes after. By the time he stopped, | was a 
panting, quivering wreck and his black pants were streaked with my semen. As "punishment", he bent me over 
the bed and proceeded to continue what he'd already started with a paddle and riding crop. He finished it off 
with two strokes of a cane, an implement which, at that point, I'd never had used on me. And damn, did that 
thing hurt. Didn't stop me from creaming all over the bed, though. 


Kirk left me a quivering mess and, still to this day, l'm not sure how | managed to stand up and look at him. 
My ass was on fire and my cock was coated with come. | caught a glimpse of it in the full length mirror that 
stood in the opposite corner and, damn. It was as red as the morning sun. Even now, | can still feel the days 
that followed. The aching and the soreness that would send me to the shower to rub one out. But | loved it. 
Loved every single minute of it. | live and breathe for those moments. Even now that I'm in a committed and 


loving relationship, | still live for the moments when | can turn James on. Which happen several times a week. 


He stood before me with the cane still dangling in one hand and a look of mild amazement on his face. As | said, 
it never takes me long to recover and my cock was already hardening as | looked him up and down. With the 
warm ache of pain tingling in my groin, | looked Kirk up and down and smiled. | wanted into that man's pants. | 


wanted to see him naked and gasping as | fucked him. | wanted to see him sprawled on the bed. 


A smile twitched at my lips before | flicked my tongue across them. "So? Ready to move on to the main 


course?" 


| watched as Kirk's eyebrow twitched. He gave me another look over before placing the cane in the chair that 


he'd originally occupied, 

'| don't see why not. | need you to come here and undress me." 

My cock twitched when | stepped up to him and placed a hand on his chest. | could feel his heart beating 
through the thin cotton. When | slid my hand up to rest in the hollow of his throat, | felt him draw in a deep 
breath. 


"What are your rules on kissing?" | murmured. 


| was so close | could smell his cologne. His dark eyes appeared heavy and his lips a little plumper than a 


moment before. 


"The same as you." His breath whispered over my cheek as | leaned a little closer. "I only kiss if | feel 


comfortable with them." 
My lips brushed his ear. "And how do you feel about me?" 


| worked my hand back down to his chest. | could see his eyelashes brushing his cheek and he'd parted his lips 


in order to breathe more deeply. 

"I'm comfortable with you" 

"Want me to kiss you?" | whispered 

There was a pause before Kirk softly replied, "ld love you to" 


| couldn't help myself. | wrapped an arm around his narrow waist before tangling my fingers in those thick 
black curls. Kirk moved beneath my touches, pressing himself closer and allowing me to feel the tight muscles 


that lay beneath his skin. 


| wanted him. Wanted every inch of that beautiful man | still do and, even though | worked my way up the 


ranks, | still miss our monthly evaluations. Kirk is wonderful in that he respects my relationship. He'd be quick 


to shut me down if | ever dared suggest an evaluation these days. Not that I'd cheat on James. Na-uh. I've got 


everything | could ever wish for and more in that man. | don't need anyone else. 


His lips were like satin beneath mine. | savoured that moment and paused to truly appreciate the man in my 
arms. | would have given anything to wake up next to him. Alas, the universe had other plans for me and it 
was Kirk, and his generosity, which put me on that path. 


Our kisses were slow and gentle. | clutched him close as he melted against me, his hands wrapped in my hair 
and holding me as close as he possibly could. It was as though he was drowning and just wanted to hold onto 


the one last remanent of the life that he knew. 


It took all of my willpower to step away and, with my lips still pressed against Kirk's, | slowly began to 
unbutton his clothes. His jacket and shirt fluttered from his shoulders and to the ground behind him. My hands 
slid over the taunt skin of his chest before sweeping along his collarbone. | moved so that | could press kisses 
to the hollow of his throat, my tongue twisting beneath the necklace that he wore and into the little spot 
above his Adam's apple. The sweat from his skin tasted like the finest liquor and the beat of his pulse against 
the tip of my tongue drove me closer to the edge. | feared that | would come all over him again. Not that I'd 
have complained as the punishment was as delightful as it was painful. 


Once I'd recovered from giving attention to Kirk's throat, | went to work on his pants. As my hands were deftly 
unbuckling his belt, | felt him kick off his shoes. | wasn't surprised that he was going sock free. | suspected 
that he probably only put his shoes on to see me. | also wasn't surprised that he was going commando 

beneath his suit pants, nor that his cock was rock hard. | let me fingers trace over the rigid flesh and tickle 


the thick veins. 

"You've got a nice cock." 

"Thank you." Kirk swallowed hard and his eyes, already so dark, had become black pits of lust. 
"Ready?" 


Once he'd given me a nod, | guided him to the bed. He was like putty in my hand, ready and willing to be fucked 
long and hard. 


Kirk stretched out on the bed. He was all wiry limbs, thick hair, and lustful glances. He nodded to a small set of 


drawers beside the bed and, excited to get the show on the road, | retrieved condoms and lube. 


Resting his head on his arms, Kirk stared at me through a veil of dark hair. | wanted to melt into him and 
never have to leave. His back dipped as he offered me his ass and | made quick work of preparing him. | made 
sure to be careful, taking my time to tease him. Soft moans were like music to my ears and watching him rub 
himself against the bed was pure porn. His hips would rise and fall as he made love to the silky sheets beneath 


him. 


"Please Dave.." 
| gave his ass a kiss. "Please, what?" 
It took a moment but Kirk finally caught his breath. His tongue flicked across his lips. "Please fuck me." 


| kissed his ass once more before | gave him a soft smile. "Not gonna fuck you. Not gonna pound you into the 


bed. Looks like you need someone to make love to you.” 


He took a deep breath and nodded before returning his chin to his arms. | stepped up behind him and knelt on 

the bed. Using one hand to keep his cheeks parted, | slowly slid my cock into him. His ass all but swallowed me 
and the groan that escaped my lips wouldn't have been out of place in a porn film. He was so tight that | could 
barely keep myself upright. It took me a moment to compose myself, to breathe and brush the hair from my 
eyes as | tried to hide the whispered fuck that escaped my lips. 


"You feel good, baby. So fuckin’ good. When was the last time anyone tapped this ass?" 
Kirk's shoulders rose and fell. "Couple of months ago." 


| raised an eyebrow. For some reason | couldn't quite believe that. "Really. Would be sure that a guy like you 


had a boyfriend." 


‘Oh, | have a boyfriend" There was a distinct smirk to Kirk's tone. "But he doesn't fuck me. | wouldn't get ahead 


of yourself, Dave. I'm not above laying you out and taking care of your ass, too." 


For that, | gave an experimental thrust and heard him hiss as | struck his prostate. "Been a while since 
someone's been inside of me, too. Might take you up on that offer." 


| didn't get a reply. Not that | expected one. | rocked my hips and pistoned myself into the lush ass that had 
been offered to me. The room around us melted away as | became consumed by the task at hand. A task 


which wasn't unpleasant in the slightest and which | was all too happy to fade into. 


| knew that my job was to make Kirk come. Before he'd sprawled in the bed he'd looked like he needed release. 


He needed to lose himself in his head and have someone completely and utterly love on him. And so | did. 
Sliding along his back, | laced my hands with his and let my teeth nip at his shoulder. My hips continued with 
their long, slow rhythm. Each pass of my cock hit that sweet spot deep inside of him, causing Kirk to tremble 
and whine. From my position at his shoulder, | could see that his eyes were closed and his lips parted. 


"This good for you?" | murmured. "This stoking that fire?" 


He could barely move. Unsurprising when | had part of my weight against him. But Kirk still nodded | could feel 
his body pressing back into mine, his ass rising to meet my hips until my balls sat firmly against his beautiful 


swell of an ass. 


| slowed my thrusts down until | was barely moving. That got me a whine and Kirk's ass bucking back into me. 


"Want me to make you come?" 
"Please-" 


"Please, what?" Again, | nipped at his beautiful skin. | needed to feel, and taste, it as much as possible just in 


case | needed to use this as my single memory of being with such a gorgeous man. 
"Yes, please." 


And who was | to turn down such a simple request, especially by someone who would end up becoming my 

boss? | lifted myself enough to slip a hand beneath his hips and wrap my fingers around his cock Picking up 
the pace, | stroked Kirk in time to my movements and listened as he gasped and moaned. Sweat beaded along 
his spine and | was all to happy to lap it up, my tongue tracing each vertebrae until | reached the nap of his 
neck and the waves of black hair that lay there. Kirk smelled of strawberries and melon along with a hint of 


smoke and cologne. 
"Are you mine?" | whispered. 


A tremble ran along his spine until it reached his ass. Kirk squeezed himself around me and, lost in my 
favourite, lusty head space, | heard myself hiss 


"Yes." His voice was barely a murmur, so quiet that | could barely hear it. "I'm all yours." 
"Good." 


And, with that, | went to town. | fucked him so hard | thought he'd be permanently part of the bed. Everything 
became a blur of lust and imminent orgasms until | felt my hand become warm with a liquid. A moment later 
and | filled the condom before collapsing onto my elbows. My lips found the nap of Kirk's neck and | purred as | 


gave him gentle kisses. He really was perfect and | could so easily have kept myself in that bed and never gone 


back to the motel. 


Needless to say, | got the job and became an official part of Sin City Players. | later discovered that Kirk had 
only been in business for six months and had been hunting for men who would happily fuck for money. | met 
Lars through one of the many parties that Kirk held. Often we would take over hotel suites and throw events. 
Events where potential clients could meet their next favourite escort. | got a lot of action those nights. A /ot 
of action And it was thanks to Kirk and his mentoring of me. He bought me my first designer suit and gave 
me my first cell phone. The confidence that you see today was born from his belief that | would be one of the 


many stars of his business. 


For the first year, Kirk kept his word and made sure that my monthly evaluations were on time. He never 
missed one and neither did |. After that, | was, much to my regret, flying free and raking in the cash for the 
best escort agency in Vegas. But I'll never forget that first hot and steamy night we spent together. Would | 


do it all over again? Of course | would, every night until the end of time if | needed to. 


